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SIR Tuowas Ovaraveirs 


Viſon. 


\ mg poylon( Othat poyſon andfoule wrong, 
Should euer be the ſubiect of my ſong! ) 

Had ſet loud Fame vpon a loſtie wing, 

Throughout our ſtreetes with horrid voice to ſing 

Thoſe vncouth ridings, in each itching care, 

How raging luſt of late, too ſoonedid beare 

That monſter murther, who once brought to light, 

Did ſlay the man whoſe viſion recite : 

Then did th mconſtant vulgar day by day, 

Like feathers inthe wind, blowne euery way, 

Frequent the * Forws, where in thickeſt throng, 

I one amongſt the reſt did paſſe along 

To heare the judgement of thowiſe, and know 

That late blacke deede, the cauſe of mickle woe: 

But from the reach of voice too farrecompel'd, 

That beaſt of many heads Ichere beheld, 

And did obſerue how BY Ys 
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2 Sir Thomas 
Aſſam'#the perſon of an awefull Iudge: 
— Here io thehall amidft the throng one ſtands 


Nodding his head, and actiog with his hands, | 


Diſcourſing how the poyſons ſwiſt or low 

Did worke, as if their nature he did knowe : 

The reſt in ſoundet indgemeat, on his lippe 

His finger layes, and winketb wich one eye, 

As if ſome deeper plot he could deſcrie: 

Here foure or ſiue, that with the vulgar ſort 

Will not impart theic matters of import, 
Withdraw and whiſper, as if they alone 

Talk'c things that muſt noevulgarly be knowne; 
And yet they talke of naught from morne till noone 
But wonders, and the fellowe in the moone: 

Here ſome excuſe that which was moſt amiſſeʒ 
Others doe there accuſe, where no crime is, 
Accuſing that which they excuſ d anon, 
Inconſtant people, neuer conſtant known: 

Cenſure from lippe to lippe did freely flic, 

He that knew nothing, with the teſi would cric, 


The voice of mdgemenc; cuery age (ball finde | 
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Ouerburics wjſes. | v3 3 
Th' ignoble vulgar cruell; miididebindes - - |: oof 
The muddic ſpawne of euery fruicleſle draine, | 
Daub d out in ignominious lines, did ſtaine 

Papers in each mans hand, with raylingrimes 

Gainſt the foute Aftors of theſe nebknowne crimes 

Baſe wittes, like barking curves, to bite at them 

Whom iuſtice vnto death ſhall once candem. 

I tha beheld, ng rumour fed 
The hungric vulgar head- 
Wich her ambigaousvoyce; night being come, | 
Did leaue the Forum andreturned homes 

Where aſter fone repalt, wich geile opprel} 

Of theſe bad dayes, I toobe ms to my reſt 
And in that ſilent time, when fullen night - 
Did hide heau'ns ewinckling capers from our igt, — 
And oa the earth with blackefilookes did lowre, || 
When cuery clocke chimb'dggvdlue, the midnight houre, 
la which impriſon'd ghoaſts freelicencchaue 

About the world to wander from their graue; 

When hungtie wolues and wakefull dogges do how le 

At euery breach ofaire, when the fad owle 


On che houſe top beating bor baleſulj wings, 
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. dir Thomas. 
Andfrecking ourherdolefulldty.Gogs | 
The ſong of death, vnio the ſicke that lie 
Hopeleſle of health, farewarning them to die: 
Luſt at that houre, I thought my chamber dore 
Did ſoftly open, and vpo the floare 
Ibeard one glide along,who at the laſt 
| Did call and bid me wake3 at which agaſi 
| I vp did looke, and lor, a naked man 
— Ofcomelyſhopyhndeadiypateend was, 
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Ouerburies ui. s 
Before me did appeare, in whole (ad looke , 
As in the mappe of grieſe ot ſorrowes booke, 
My eye did reade ſuch characters of woe, 
As neither paintings, skill,nor pen can ſhowe: 
With dreadfull horrour almoſt ſtricbhen dead 
At ſuch a fight, I fhrunke into my bed, 
But the poote Ghoaſt to let me vnderſtand 
For what he came, did waſt me with his band, 
And ſottowes teares diſtilling from his cies, 
His poyſon'd limbs he ſhow'd, and bad me tiſe, 
Which fearefull L, not daring diſabey, 
Roſe vp and follow'd, while be lead the way 
Through many vncouth wayes, he led me on 
| Ouer that Towers ſatall hill, whereon 

That ſcaffold ſtands, which ſithence it hath ſhood 
Hath often lickt vp treaſons taymed blood. 
Thence ouer that ſame wharfe, ſaſt by whoſe ſhoares 
From Londons bridge the prince oſtiuers roares, 
He in a moments ſpace by wondrous power, 
Tranſported me into that ſpacious Tower, 5 
Where az we entred in, the very ſighe 
Of chat vaſt building, did my —_ WY 
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There 


6 Sir Thomas 
There did I callto minde, how or e that gate, 
The chamber was, where vnremorfeſulffate 
1544 Did worke the falls ofthofe two *Princes drad, 
Who by their ſoes were ſmothered im their bee. 
And there I did behold that farall greene, 
Where famous Eſſex· woeſull fall was ſeene: 
Where guiltie Swfb/krgnikleſſe dxwghter Jie 
The ſcaffold with her noble blood did Rtaine : 
Where royall u her Me to death refign'd, 


Whole wombe did berrethe* praiſe of women kind: 


ces. And here the laft & F,! did pore 
e Her lite out in lier bood, where many more, 
* VWhom hw did iuſfiy; or mioitlytnie; 

Paſt by the ſentence of the bloody axe: 
And hcre as one with fuddaine ſorrow toke, 
The Ghoaſt ſtoo& (Mia while, wich dolefii]i looke: 
Yixt on the ground, andaſter ſad ſighes given 
Vith eyes and hands vp-hfted vnto heaven, + 
As calling them to witneffe oſhis woe, 
In fad complaint, his griefc he ihus did ſhow. 


Great God of heaiten, that pittieſt hamane wrongs, 


lo hom alone renengeof bloodbelangs; 


„ Oy T7 wo on” 
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Ouerburies un. 
Thou, that vpoa the wings of heauen do ſt ride, 
And laugh ſt to ſcorne the man, that ſeckes to hide 
And er- lit guiltleſſe blood induſt 
Thou know iche paines of my impoyſon d ghoakz 
Wien men more changing then th inconſtaut winde, 
Or doe not know, or knowing wilſull blinde, 
Will not behold dead Ouerburias gnieſe. 
But thinke his loſſe ao more then loſe of Uſe: 
(Ye ſtiendtvnkind and falſe) that aſter death | 
Doe let your faiendfbip vaniſh with che hien 
Of him that s dead, and thinke Encerruth begua - , 
To trie my cauſe, more ſatlaſaction done | 
Then all my wrongs requires giue care. and a 
When I haue told my griefe, af ſcom the day 
That mans firſt blood co heauen cti d out of cacrh, 
For vengeance 'gainfitrhe.Grſh mans eldeſt birth 
Vatill this time; if man for life ſo loſt, 
More iuſtly may complaine, then my dead ghoaft. 
I was aye teathac{-wascuerfo), |... ,- 1 
Belou d in courr, faba ao all myr wan Þ + 
There did I gaine the grace ofPrince and Pecte s 
Knowne — =} ** 


? Sir Thomas 

And there, 28in this Kingdomes garden, * | 
Both weedes and flowers doe grow, my plant did beate 
The buddes of hope, which flowring in their prime 

And At oſ youth, did promiſe ſruit in time: 

Bur laſt, ſoule Juſt did with a hand of blood 

Supplant my plant, and crop meinthe budde: 

Yet tomy ſelſe had I my conſe lla kepr, 

Or had I drowe'd my cares in reft, and ſlept, 

hen 1 did breake my quiet ſleepes, and waize 

To ſerue a falſe friend, andaduance his ſtare, 

1 had not met with this inhumane wrong, 

But might perhaps haue happy liu'd,and long. 

Did ever forme pinch him with conſtrain: > 

That little weakh I had, fupply'd hiswant: 

Did euet cares perplex his ſeeble braine ? 

What wit I had, his weakenefle did ſuſtaine: 

Did euer error make him doe amiſle? 


What wiſedome I had learn d, was ener bis: 


My wit, my wealth, and wiſedome with goodchauace, 

la his great honour u game head the daunce. 
I doe not ally boaſt the giſts of mind, 
Beſt wittes can judge, my Fife I le behind 
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Ouerburies . = 


Vato the world, wimeſſe may remaine, 

I had no dull conceit, no barren braine: 

But as a dogge that at his pray doth ame, 

Doth onely loue the water for his game, 

Which once obtain d, be playing then no more, 
Shakes off the water when be comes on ſhore: 
So my great Friend, no friend, but my great Foe, 
Safe ſwimming in that way which I did ſhowe, 
Through dangers waters after honours game, 
Did ſhake me off when I hadgaia'dtbe ſame. 
Vaine man, too late thoudo'ſtrepent ray wrong, 
That huge great ſayle of Honour was too firong 
For thy great boate, wanting thy friend to ſteate: 
In this, thy weakenefle and my worthappeare: 

O hadſt thou hept the path by me begunne, 
That other impious race thou hadſt not runne: 

In wayes of vice thy ſteps I did not gude, 

Onely for vertue Oe di d: 

But had ingratitude no ſurther gone, 

I had not wail d with many a pireous grone 
Theſe poyſoned limbes; O bow will future times 


Rluſbiag to heare ſach execrable crimes 
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10 Sir Thomas 
Beleeue report, when then it (hall be ſaid, 

Thou waſt that man, chat man that me beitay d, 

Thar ſauage man, that wanting meanes ot heart, 

Or rather both to meere with my deſert, 

Too ctuell didſt deviſeco top my breath, 

To end thy cate, and my deare lite hy death: 

Death, oh no death, but thouſand deathies in one, 

For had it bin but meere priuation 

Of loued life, my greiuod Ghoaſt had fied 

Without ſuch paine and anguith to the dead: 

O wretched focs! why did yee tale delighe 

To excerciſe your hate with ſuch deſpight | 

Vpon a guiltleſſe mam what had | done? 

But that yee might, when as ye eſt begunne 
Yourtragicke plot, anddid mylifc awaite, 1 
With ſingle death haue fatisfied your hate 

Was it, ah was it not enough ta giue 

One poyſon firſt, and then to let me live ? 

Till ye did pleaſe to giue an other, then. 

An other, and an other; but as men, 

All made ol flint, to laugh my plaints coſcorne, 


Aud ſcoſfe at me, while I alas did mourne:; | 
When 
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Ouerburies un 
When in my chamber walls, the very ſtones 
Sweat droppes for reares to heare my greiuous gronesz 
As ſenceleſſe, they would ſimpathize my woes, 
Though my ſad cries were muſicketomy toes. 
Let ages paſt vntillthe worldsfirſt day, 
She all records of antique times, and (ay. 
If ever any did by poyſon die, 
That at his dea had greater wrong then I. 
It was not one dayes ſpace, not two, not thtec, 
In which choſe cruell men roxmented mer 
Month after month, they often did inſtill 
The diuers natures of that banefull ill 
Throughout theſe lunbs;.mduting/me to thinke, 
That what l rooke in Phyſicke, meate, ot drinke, 
VVas to reſlore me to my health w hen all 
\ Vas but wich liogring death to wocke my fall. 
Oh hon my Ghoalt doth quake, when it ſuruayes. 
This fatall houſe, where I did end my daies: 
Aud trembles, as it ſuffered now againe, 
Oaely to thinke vpon that woeſull painez 
VVhen the flow poyſon ſecretly did creepe 
Through all my veines, and as it went, did ſweepe 
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n Sir Thomas 
All eaſe wich paine, all reſt wich griefe away, 

From euety corner of my houſe of clay: 

Then did I loath my life, but could not die, 
Sometimes to God, ſometimes to men l crie 

To giue mo eaſe of my tormenting hell, 

Whoſe paine no pen can Write, no tongue can tell: 
In vaine my tongue thou vrrerd ſi forth my cries 

To wicked men, with teare · totmented eyes; 

In vaine mine cies in you the teares did ſtand, 
While | to heaven for helpe did lift my hand; 

In vaine my hands were ye ſtretcht forth to heauen, 
My time was ſer, my liſe to death was giuen: 
Tongue, eyes, and hands did often plead in vaine, 
Nothing but death could eaſe me of my painc: 

And death at laſt to my deſire did yeeld, 

Who with ſach furious force did cake the field 
Taſſayle my ſoule, that 'gainſt his matchleſſe might, 
In greater torment never man did fight; 

With poiſon'd dart he at my life did ſirike, 

The venome ſcazivg on me vulture- like, 

Wich torment tore my emtrayles;thence did cunne 
Into my vaines, and boyling there begunne 


A freſh 
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Ouerburies uon. iz 
A freſb aſſault, which becing a while wichltood 
By natures force, at laſt did ſcaze my blood: 
Then viQor-like, poſſeſt of euery part, 
It did aſſaile my yer not yeelding heart, 
The ſoules cheiſe ſeate, where liauing ranquiſlu all 
The powers of life, while I to God did call 
For grace and mercy , after fad ſighs giuen 
With greiuous grones, my ſoule fled hence to heauen. 
O thou ſad monument of Norman yoke, 
Whole great ſoundation hee, whoſe conquering ſtroke 


Did ſtoope our neckes to Norman rale * firlt laid, — 
Loole thy recordsof thoſe, to death betray d 2275 
Within thy fatall chambers, and there ſoc — 
Ifany murdered, loſt his life like mee. 

Thoſe royall roſes of Plantegineft, 


Which that white boare of *Yorke, that bloody beaſt * 
Hath rooted vp, within thoſe walls of thine, 

In death felt little paine compar'd to mine 

Thou knoweſt that t King, fon to that kingly Knight, 
Beneath whoſe ſword in Aguri: great fight, 


France fell vpon her knees, thy flore did ſtaine 
With his deare blood, by bloody Nabard ſlaine: 
1 
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Thou 


Sir Thomas 
Thou didſt bbokeon, when Clarence blood was ſhed, 
And didft behold, how hee poore Duke halſo dead, 
Vet bleeding freſh, in Mtalmeſie · but was dround, 
Whoſe body fichence neuer could be found: 
| | Mir H Thou ſawſt when > Tirrels bloody ſlaves did ſmother 
| | This kingdomes vncrownd King, and his young brother : 


Thoſe princely babes of Yorke, thou herrd(t them crie, 
When they betwixt the ſheers did ſttangled dies 
But to their paine death did ſwift end aſſigne, 
Thouknow'ſt theirgreifes were not ſo great as minc. 
T'was not for naught, that thy firſt builders hand 

i Comes: Didremper blood with burned lime ang ſand, 


fſangqurue an, 84 1- 
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| 7s 7. Soto conglutinate thy ſtony maſſe, 

__ "= bring the Conquerours willand worłe to paſle: 
ö Vell may it be, thy walls with blood were built, 
Where ſo much guih leſſe blood hath ſince bin ſpilt. 
But here an end ofall my paine and woe, 

Death ſhuts vp all our greateſt greiſes, for ſo 

All men would thinłeʒ but paſt all thought of minde, 
My greateſt greiſe, alas, is yer behind. 

Oh why ſhould fierceſt beaſt of allthe wood, 
When hee hath ſlaine lus foe, and lickt his blood, 
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Ouerburies w/ion. 5 
End hate in death, and man with man in ſtrife, 
Not end his malice with the ende of life? 
Can they be men and lords of beaſts, that beate 
Theit Makers image, and will yet not feare 
That ill, which beaſts abhotte in brutiſh minde ? 
Men, O no men, but monſters againſt kind: 
Such monſters were my ty ger-heatted foes, 
Who vnremorſcfull of my forepaſt woes, 
When from their cruell hands my ſoule wasfled, 
Did wich their tongues purſue me beeing dead; 
And yet not dead, for heauen ſueb grace doth giue, 
My ſoule in heauen, my name on catth doth live : 
My pame, as great e lowring bay 
Lookes greene when wintercladsthe earth in gray, 
Did flouriſh, blowne vpon by fames faire breath, 
Incuery eye, long time befoce my death; 
When my proud foes of great and glorious name, 
Were blaſted by the breath of ſoule defame: 
At good report, that on her golden wings 
Did beare my name, their tongue like adder-ſlings 
Did ſhoot foule ſlandets poyſon, ſo to ſpill 


The ſame with foule de fame, as they did kill 
C 2 My 


16 Sir Thomas 
My body with ſoule death, that men might loath 
My living name, and my dead body both, 
Falſe rumour, that mad monſter, who ſtill beares 
More tongues about with her, then men haue cares, 
With ſcandall they did atme, aud ſent het out 
Into the world, to ſpread thoſe lies about; 
That thoſe loath'd ſpots, marks oftheit poyſaing ſinne, 
Which di d wich vgly marble, paint the skinne 
Of my dead body, were the marks moſt iuſt 
Ofangry heau ns fierce wrath tor my ſoule luſt : 
O barbarous crueltyl oh more then ſhame 

| Ofſhameleſle foes! with luſt to blaſt my name, 
When wonder t'was, heauens iudgement did not ſeaze 
Theic wanton bodies, with that great diſeaſe, 
Since death to me by poyſon they did giue, 
That they in am rous iolity might live, 


Now when falſe rumours breath throughout the court 
And cuty both, had blowne this falſe reporr, 

Many, that oft before appron d my name 

Vith pcaiſe for vertue, bluſhe, as ifthe ſhame | 
Ot my ſuppoſes vice, thus giuen forth, h 
Did argue theit weake tudge ment of my worth | 


Ouerburies vifon. 
My friends look t pale wich anger, and my foes 
Did laugh, to ſee too light beleeſe cauſe thoſe 
That lou d me once, to loath that little duſt 
Left behind me, as a lumpe of luſt. 
O molt inhumane wrong! O endleſſe greeſel 
O (ad redreſſe ! where ſorrowes beſt releeſe 
Is but dead hope, that helpe may chance be found 
With thoſe that liue, to cure my credits wound: 
For this, my reſtlefle ghoaſt hath left the graue, 
And ſtole through cauert ſnades of night, to craue 
Thy pens aſſiſtance, ( O ilos mortal nig 
Whoſe mournefull Muſe, but whilome did recite 
Our Brittaine Princes, and their woſull fares 
In that true ( Mirrour for owr Magiſtrates.) 
O let thy pen paint out inytragicke woe, 
That by thy Muſe all future times may know 
My ſtoriesrruth, who heating thy ſad ſong, 
At leaſt, may pitty Onerbaries wrong, 
This ſaid, the grieued ghoaſt with ſighs did ceaſe 
His ruſull plaints, and as in deepe diſtreſſe, 
Vader the Towers gate with me he ſtood, 


This accident beſell on Themes great food. 
* C 3 South 
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18. Sir Thomas 

South by this houſe, where on the wharfe ſaſi by 
Thoſe thundering Canons euer ready lie, 

A docke there is, which like a darkeſorne caue 
Archt ouer-head, lets in Thawes flowing wauc, 


Vnder whoſe Arch, oſt haue condemned nen, 
As through the Steg ius like, tranſported beca 
Into this fatall houſe, which cuermore 

Fot treaſon hoards vp torturing racks in ſtore: 
At landing of this place, an yron gate 

Locks vp the paſſage, and ſtill keeping ſtraite 
The guilty priſoners, opens at no time 

But when falſe treaſon, or ſome horrid crime 
Knocks at the ſame, ſrom whence by lawes iuſt doome, 
Condemned men but ſieldome backe do come: 
What ere thou art may chance to paſſe that way, 
Aud view that place, vnto thy ſelſe, thus lay 3 

God keepe me faithfull ro my Prince and tate, 
That I may neuet paſſe this yrowgate:) 

There in the docks the flood that ſeem d to gape, 
Did ſuddenly ge vp adreadtull ſhape, 


A man 


A man of megar lookes, deuoy'dof blood, Nee dei 
Vpon whoſe face dcr complexion ſtoodʒ | "— 
Of comely ſhape, and wel compoPd in limme, 

But ſlender made, of viſage ſterne and grimmeʒ 
The haires vpou his head and grifly beard 

With age growne hoatie; hete and there appear'd; 
Times iron hand with many a wrinckled fret, 

The marks of age, on his onthade:: 


Ya 


20 Sir Thomas 


Yet as it did appeare, vntimeiy dem 
Forſome foule ſacthad flopt his viral! breath 


With that great ſhame, which giues offence the checke, 


The farall rope, that hung about his neckee_/ 
Trembling vpon lis knees in great affright, 

When he faſt by beheld the poyſned Knight, 

He humbly ſell, and with fad greife oppreſt, 
Wringing his hands, and beating on his breaſt, 
While ſorrowes droppes vpon his cheekes did run, 
To vttet forth theſe words, he thus begun. 

O worthy Knight, behold the wretched man, 
Who thy (ad Tragedies firſt ſceane began, 
Through whoſc each act, vnto this laſt blacke deede , 
With bloody minde, vnbleſt, I did proceede: 

My hands, alas, did mixe thepoiſned food , 
Which kindled cruell fire in th blvod; 

Mine eares did heare thy lamentable grones, 
When the ſlow - working · poyſon wrackt thy bones 
Mine cies without one droppe af ſorrow ſhed, 
Beheld ehee dyinp,and beteld thoe dead 

For which both hands, eyes, eares, and euety part, 
Haue ſuffered death, and conſclencr bitter ſinatt. 


I was 
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Ouerburies un. 
I was that inſtrument, alas the while, 
By thy great foes inſtructed to beguile 
Thy lingring hopes the it mighty Nate did whe 
Mee on in miſcheiſe, and their bounty ſer 
A golden edge vpoa my dull conſent, 
At once to workethy fall, and their content. 
The docttine of that re, that would diſpence 
With ſubicas for the murther of a Prince, 
Taught me that luſt and blood were flender crimes , 
And he that ſerues his tutne, muſi ſerue the times. 
Oh had I neuet knowne that * Docdors houſe, 
Where firſt of that #hoores cup I did carouſe, 
And where diſloyalty did oft conceale 
Romes frighted rattes, that ouet ſeas did ſcales 
My thoughts perhaps, had then not giuen way, 
Thy life for gold with poyſon to betray, 
But yee that doe, and who doe not condem 
My blacke offences? when yeethinke on them, 
In ſuch imaginations, ponder too 
VV hat with weake man, the power of gold may doe. 
Ye ſetuile ſycophants, whoſe hopes depend 


On great mens wills; what is the vemoſt end 
D x 
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22 Sir Thomas | 

At which ye aime? why doe ye like baſe curres, - | 
Vpon your Patron fawne? why like his ſpurees, * 
Will ye be ever ready at his heeles, 

With pleaſing words to clawe him, where he feels 

The humour itch? or why, will ye ſo waite, 

As to lie downe and kiſſe the feere offtate? 

And oft expoſe your ſelues to wretched ends, 

Looſing your ſoules to male great men your friends? 

Is it not wealth yee ſeeke? and doth not gold 
Logenuous wittes oſttimes in bondage hold? 

The ſtout ſea · rangers on the feareſull flood, 

That hunt about through N waterie wood, 

And o te athouſand gockes and fands, that lic 

Hid in the deepe, from pole to pole doe fliez 

Who often, when the ſtormy Ocean raves, 

Fights with fierce thunders, ughinings, winds and waucsy 
Hauing but one ſmall inch of boord,to ſtand 

Betw ixt tliem and ten thouſand deaths at hand, 

Expoſe themſelues to all this woe and paine, 

To quench the greedy thirſt of golden gaine. 

O ſitong inchauntment of bewitching gold! 


For this, the Syte by his owne fonne is ſold, 
For 
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For this, the vnłind brother ſells the brother, 
For this, one friend is often by an other 
Betray d to death yea euen for this, the wife 
Both ſells het beauty, and her husbands life: 
And l. ay me, ſot this did worke thy fall 
© By poyſons belpe, bauing this hope withall, 
That great mens greatnes, would haue boten out 
My crime, though knowne, againſt all dangers doubt. 
But now too late, my wretched ghoaſt doth proue, 
That his all-ſecing eye from heauen aboue, 
To whom blacke darkeneſſe ſelſe, is far more cleate 
Then the bright ſunne, makes guiltleſſe blood appeate 
Out of our deepeſt plots, to murthers ſhame, 
Though greateſt men doe ſceke to hide thelame. 
Ye hapleſſe infiruments of mighty mens 
Ye ſpunges, whomthe hands of grearnes, when 
That they by you haue wiped out the ſpot 
Of that diſgrace, which did their honour blot, 
Do ſqueeze ſo long, vntill that ye be drie, 
And then as needleſſe things doe caſt ye by: 
Where one of theſe your feruice would imploy, 
Our makers hcauenly image to _—_— 
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24 Sir Thomas 
By violence of death in other men, | 
Thereby with blood to fatisfie his ſpleen : | 
O do not truſt the hopes of ſuch a man, | 
Northinke his policie or power can 

Hoodwinke all - ſeeiug heauen, nor cuer drowne 

The crie of blood, u hich brings ſwift vengeance downe, 
When many men, but one mans life will ſpill, f | 
Their liucs for his, heauen euermore doth will. | 
Offend in murder, and in murder dic, | 
No crime to heaven, ſo loud as blood doth crie. 

In other wrongs, when man dath wan offend, 

We reſlitution may in partpretend: 

But where the wrong is done by murthers knife, 

No price for blood the Law ſiyes, life for life. 

The eye of walefull iuſtice, for a ſeaſon 

May ſeeme to winke at murthers bloody treaſon; 

Yer from the houre of ſo blacke a deede, 

The worme of conſcience on the ſoule doth feede; 

And dreadfull furies, v hoſe imagin'd ſight 

In every place, doth horribly affright = 

The guilty man, purſue the ſteps that flie, 

While fivift-wing'd vengeance makes the hoe and erie 
Iuſtice to me did ſeeme to ſteepe a while, 
And with delay did all my hopes beguile; 
But in ſliort time now ia my riper yeares, 


When 
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When grauer age on my gray head appeares, 1 
Death and reproach arrach't my life and name, 

To bting me to my graue with greater (hame : 

To you thetefore that hunger after gold, 

To you, whom hope of great mens grace makes bold 

In any great offence, henceforth let me 

For euetmote a ſad enſample be. 

Fhis (aid, he ſighing ſurunke into the flood, 

And in a moments ſpace, an other ſtood 
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2 In che ſame place: but ſuch a one whoſe ſight 
Wim" With more compaſſion moou'd the poyſned Knight: 
It ſeem'd that ſhee had been ſome gentle dame, 
For on each part ofher faire bodies frame, 
Nature ſuch delicacie did beſtow, 
That fairer obiect oft it doth not ſhow: 
Her chryſtall eye beneath an yuoric brow, 
Did ſhew what ſhee at firit had been; but now 
Theroſes on her louely cheekes were dead, 
The earths pale colour had all ouer-ſpread | 
Her ſometimes liuely looke, and ctuell death 
Comming vntimely, wich his wiatrie breath ' 
Blaſted the ſruit, which chertie · libe in ſhowe ' 
Vpon her dainty lips did whilome growe: . I 
O how the cruell cord did miſ· become Y 
Her comely necke, and yet by Lawes iuſt doome 1 
Had been het death: thoſe locks like golden thred \ 
That wont in youth t enſhrine her globe-like head, þ 
Hung careleſſe downe; and that delightfull limme, v 
Her ſnow-white nimble hand, that wont to trimme B 
Their treſſes vp, now ſpitefully did teare E 
And tend the ſame: not did ſhe now forbeare A 


— 
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To beate that breaſt of more then lilly white, 
Which ſometimes was the lodge of fnecte delight: 
From thoſe two ſprings where ioy did whilome dwell, 
Grieſes peatly droppes vpon her pale checks fell, 
And after many fighes, at laſl with weake 
And fainting voyce, ſhee thus did ſilence breake. 

Thou gentle Knight, whoſe wrongs I now repent, _ 
Behold a wofull wretch, that did conſent Wi 
In thy ad death: for I, alas. therefore 
By gold my ſeruant did ſuborne to pore 
That death into thy cup, thy diſh, thy diet, 

Whoſe paine too long did rob thy ghoaſt of quiet : 
Yet neither thirſt of gold, nor hate to thee 

For iniuries receiu d, iacenſed me 

To ſeeke thy liſe; but loue, deare loue to thoſe 
That were my friends, and thy too deadly foes: 
Wich them in Court my ſtate I did ſupport, 

Ah, that my ſtate had never known the Court! 
Vertve and vice I thete together ſawe, 

But like the ſpider, I was taught to drawe 

Foule poyſon, where ſyeet hony might bee had, 
And how to leaue the good, and chuſe che bad: 


At 
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At laſt, through greedy going on ia ſiane 

Made ſenſeleſſe, by degrees I did beginne 

To riſe from great to greater, till at laſt 

Mine owne ſinnes did mine owne deſtruction haſt. 
O heauy doome! when heauen ſhall fo decree, 
That ſinne in man the plague of fiane mult bee. 
But here let chaſteſt beauties when they blame 
My ſollies moſt, and bluſk to heare my ſhame, 
Remember then beſt beauties are bur fraile, 

And how that ſtrongeſt men do oft aſſaile 

Our weakeſt (clues; fo may they pitty me, 

And my fad fall may their fore-warning be. 

Yee tender offspring of that rib, refin'd 

By Gods owne finger, and by him aſſign d 

To be a helpe, and not a hurtto man; 

How is ic poſſible your beauties can 

Be pure from blemiſh, treading ſuch vaine wayes 
As now you doe in theſe prophaner dayes? 

Muſt fleſh that is ſo fraile ſtill feare to fall, 

And ye the fraileſt ſſeſti not feare at all ? 

Can ye, ah can ye, wich vaine thoughts to pleaſe 


Your wanton ſoules, on yuotie beddes of caſe , 
Spend 


— 
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Spend pretious time, and yet ſuppoſe in this 
Ve doe no ill, nor thinke one thought amillc? 
Can ye to catch the wandring thoughts of him 
Whom ye affect, decke cucry dainty lim, 
Powder your haire, and more to pleaſe the eye, 
Refreſh your paler cheekes with purer dic, 
Lay out your breaſts; and in the glaſſe thus dre}, 
Obſcrue what ſinile, or frowne becomes yee belt» C 
And yet not feare heau ns iudgement in the end, 
At leaſt in this, not thinke ye doe offend? ö 
Can ye on wanton meates to mooue deſire, 
Though of your ſelues too full of Pbias fire, 
Feede euery houre, and when hot blood begins 
To hurrie you vnto thoſe horrid ſinnes, 
That ſpots your beddes, your bodies, and your names, 
Blot your blacke ſoules with many greater blames? 
And yet not thinke, ye doe deſerue heauens hate, 
At leaſt to tutne, doe thinłke no time too late ? 
O doe not ſooth your ſelues in theſe foule crimes, 
Heate not the tongue of theſe inchanting times: 
Your too much idle caſe, which opes the gate 


To vitious thoughts, I know js counted ſtate: 
d E-1 Vpon 


1 
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Vpon your curidus pride and vaine aray, 

Fond men the name ofcleanlines do lay: 

Your luſt whoſe ſparkles, in your eves doeſhine, 
On wanton youth, is called love divine: 

Thus they that would for each foule faule excuſe you 


And turne your vice to vertue, doe abuſe yon. 
ye not ſo blinded, looke on me, | 


my ſtory in your cloſters be 

e true glaſſe, which there you lobe vpon, 
Thar by my life, ye may amend your owne. 
Obſeruc each ſtep, when firſt I did begin 

To tread the path, that lead froin fin to fin, 
Vntill my moſtvnhappic ſoote did ine, 

In guiltleſſeblood ofthis impoiſicd Knight; 
After I had in Court begun to taſt 

Of idle caſe, Idaily ſedde fo faſt g 
Vpon falſe pſeaſure, that at laſt I did 

Climbe C:thareas hill, like wanton kid 

In fertile paſtures playing;naught did feare me, 
Ichought tliat roaring Lyon wouldnot teare me. 
Two darling {innes, too common and too foule, 


With their delights did then bewitch my ſoule: 
| Firſt, 


— 
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Firſt pride aray'4 me in her looſe acrizes, 
Fed my fond ſancie fac with vaine defies, 
Taught me each ſaſhion, brought me ouer-ſeas 
Each new deuiſe abe humorous time to pleaſe : 
But of all vaine inventions, then in vic 
When l did liue, none {offer'd more abuſe 
Then that phantaſticke vgly fall and ruffe, 
Daub'd o te with that baſe ſtarch of yellow ſluſſe: 
O that my words might not be counted vaine, 
But that my counſell might find entertaint 
With thoſe, whoſe ſoules are tainted with the itch 
Ofthis diſcaſe, whom pride doth ſobewitch, 
That they doe thinke it comely, not amiſſe: 
Then would they caſt it off, and fay, it is 
The baud to pride, the badge of vanity, 
Whoſe very fight doth murther modeſſie, 
Ve then deteſting it, they all would knowe, 
Some wicked wit did fetch ic from belowe, 
That here they might expreſſe by this attite 
The colour oſthoſe wheeles of Stygian fire, 
Which prides plũg d ofspring with ſaake*-powdred haite, 


About theit necks in Plaoes Court doe weare. 
E 2 Thus 
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Thus pride, the pantar to luxurious thoughts, - 

Did guide me by the band thtough thoſt cloſe vaulta, 

That lead to luſts datke chambers, dathe as night, 

The eyes of luſt doe neꝰre abide the light. 

But here perhaps ſome curious dame, who knowes 

No good, but what her outwatd habit ſhowes, 

Will iudge my true complaint, as moſt vniuſt, 

In that | call her pride, the band to luſt t 

Bur had her bodie windowes in cach fide, 

That each one might behold her heait of pride, 
| There might one ſee the cauſe, why (he doth trimme, 
| Tricke vp, and deckedefeRs in cuery limme; 


= 


1 


And hauing ſecne the ſame, may iuſi ly ſay, 
| Her looſe attire doth her looſe mind bewtay. 
| Of this the (ad effects of yore were ſeeue 
— % In Lady * Aru, ſometimes Englands Queene, 


hy ts hoſe Lord Earle Erbelveld, at fielt held deate 
To her affection: when that he did heare I 


That his great Sou raigne, toyall Agar, hee L 
\Vhom eight Kings row'd vpon the river Dee, I. 
Vato his houſe did purpoſe to repaire, Y 
Knowing his deereft Lady woudtous faire, Ti 


And 
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And the King young and wamon, did defire 
That ſhee would ly aſide her rich artire, | 
And chooſing meaner weeds, her art apply 
To dimme that beautic which did pleaſethe eye: 
But ſhee, inconſtant Lady, knowing well, 
That beauty moſt ſet forth, doth moſt excell; 
As precious ſtones when they ate ſet in gold, + 
Atcthen moſt faire and glorious to behold; 
Arai'd her ſelfe in all her proud attire, 
To ſet victotious Edgars heart on fire: 
Who caught like filly ſlie into the flame, 
At ſuddaine fight of ſuch a daimty dame, 
To coole the heat of his luſt-burning will, 
Her wronged husbands guiltleſſe blood did ſpill, 
Wich pride thus rafting of that wanton cup 
Whick luſt did giue me, I was given vp 
To looſe defire: which bruitith fione, ſince here 
In it's one ſhape it may not well appears, 
Leaſt it offend all modeſt eyes and eares, 
I onely doe lament with my true teares: 
Yet giue me leaue, in ſome few words to tell 
This wanton world, imo hat horrid hell | 
| E 3 of 
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Of wicked ſinnes, foule luſt did make me fall, 

That vnchaſt youth from luſt L may recall. 

As cuery cuill humour, which is bred 

In humane bodies, covers to be fed 

With that ill nuttiment which doth increaſe 

The fame, vntill it grow to ſome diſeaſe | 
Incurableʒ ſo did my looſe deſire | 
In vaine delighes, ſceke ſewell for the fice 
So long, vntill/aye me) vnto my (ſhame 

It did buriũ ſorth, and barne mo in the flame. 

I left my God t᷑ aske counſell of the deuill, 

Iknew there was no helpe from God in euill: 

As they that goc on whooring vnto hell, 

From thence to fetch ſome charme or magicke ſpell, 
So ouer Thames, as O'ceth' infernall lake, 

A wherrie with theit oares I oft did take, 

Who che. like did waſt me to that Strand, 

Where Lewbeths towne to all well knowne doth ſtand; 
There Formas was, that ſiend in humane ſhape, 

That by his art did act thedeuills ape: 

Oſt there the blacke Inchanter, with {ad lookes 


Sate turning one his blaſphemausbookes, king Sie 


—̃ — 


Making ſtrange characters in blood · red lines: 

And to effect his horrible deſignes, 

Oſt would he inuocate the fiends below, 

In the (ad houſe of endleſſepaine and woe, 

And threatenthem, as if he could campell 

Thoſe damned ſpirits to conficme his ſpell, 

O prophane wretches! yethat doe forfake 

Your faith, your God, and your owne ſoules, to tale 
Aduiſe of Sorcerets, againe to finde 

Somerrifle loſt; why will ye be ſv blind 

On ſome baſe beldam for loſt things to fawne? 

To gaine whoſe loſſe, ye leaue your ſoules inpawne. 
Too many, too much wronged bpthe time, 

Do thinke this great idolattie no crime; 

Bur let them marke the path whiebchey dowd, 
And they ſhall ſce, that in it they are lead. 

From hope and helpe, zo hurtandallannoy, 

From him that made, to him that doth deſtroy... 
But without mercie here, let noſlerne cye p 
Looke on my faults; alas for cha, 

Let all with picry my offencebemone, 

Since that it was not my offence alone: 


* 
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The ſtrongeſt ſoonedoe flip, as L did fall,” 
For woe is me, I was ſeduc d to all. 
Vee that deteſt my now detected ſhame, 
And thinke that ye ſhall neucr meet the ſame, 
Thinke how the friendſhip, and the auncient loue 
Of ſome great Lady long effioy'd may mooue: 
And thinke with that, how much the tiſing Nate 
Ofſomegreat man, my ſex miglu animate: 
I was not baſe, but borne of gentle blood, 
My nature of it ſelſe mclin'd to good, 
But wormes in faireſt fruit doc ſooneſt breed, 
Of heawenly gracebeſt natures haue moſt ueede. 
Iuſt heaven did ſuffer me, as Ibeguane 
To baſten on from vice to vice, and cunne 
My ſelſe in ſinneſull tace quite out of breath, 
That ſinne at laſt might puniſh ſinne by death: 
Fot when thoſe wantons, whoſe vn iuſt deſite 
Had vrg d me on fo farre, chat to tetite 
I knew was vaine, & 1 beſote to ſuſt 
Had beene a miniſter, ſa vou l mut 
Toyne hands in blood, which they did plot and fiudys 
O who would thinke tharwomen ind mere bloody! 


| 
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But when eur chaſlitie we doe forgoe, 
That loſt, hat then will wee refuſe to doe? 
This did that Romane proud Sea know, — 


Who hating Dreſes as his deadly foe, 

And baſely ſeeling to betray his life, 

Did firlt allure faire Luis Driſa t wife 

To poyſon ber oe Lord, that in his ſtead 
The baſe Seiau might enioy his bedde; 
Who raif'd by cæſæ from ignoble place, 

In Liars luſtſull eie did finde more grace 
Then Dreſs, Ceſarg ſoane, a manly youth: 

O who knowes howto feed a womans tooth 
in miſchieſe I weat on, and did agree 

To be an actot in thy Tragedie, 

Thou iniur'd g yer was I but a mute, 
And what I did wa at an others ſuite: 

Their plots I ſau, and ſilent kept the ſame, 
Fot which my life did ſuffer death and ſhame; 
For ſee, ab ſee, this cord about my necks, 
Which time ſometime with pretious things did decke. 
Reuenge hath done, and Iuſtice hath her due, 

Let none then wrong the dead, let all wich you 

O gentle knight, forget my great offence, 

W hich I haue purg d with teares of penitence: 


For thouſand living eyes with teares could tell, 
But F1 That 


———— 
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That from my eies true teares offorrow felt: 

| Theniudge my cauſe with chacirable minde, 
Who Merci ſeckes wich faith, ſhall mercie finde. 
This ſaid, ſhevaniſhe from before our light, 
Lchinke to heauen, and thiake, I chinkearigho 
She gone, the poyſon d ghoaſt did ſeeme with teares 
To chide her fate: hut e, here [traight appeares 


75 
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An other in her place, who ſcem'd tobe 
When he did liue, e man of good degree 
Mongſt men on earth; oncof fo ſolemne looke, 
As iftrue grauity that place bad rooke 
To dwell vpn his perſon comely was, 
His ſtature did the meaner ſize ſurpaſle; 
Well ſhapt in euery limme; well ſte pt in yeares, 
As here and there appear d by ſome gray haites. 
When firſt be did appeare, with woſull looke 
He view'dthe Tower, and his head he ſhooke, 
As if from thence he did derige his woe, 
Which with a ſigh he thus begun to ſhow. 

O thou ſad building, ominous to thoſe 
Whom with thy fatall walls thou doſt incloſe, 
For thee, I hapleſſe man, as for the ende 
Of my deſire, did falfly condiſcend 
Vnto that plot, by others heads begun, 


Through which in thee ſuch wrong was lately done. 


Thou that didſi poyſon'd ſeele thy foes deſpighr, 
See here the ghoaſt of chat vnhappy Knight, 
Which whilome was Leiftenantol this place, 


Though now a wreah, thus hakred with e 
. 2 


— 
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I was, alas, what boors {echat laů z 


Of good report, und did with credit pas 
Through euery ach oſmy lives tragedie, 

Vpon this world theſtage of vaniry, 

Till the laſt ſceaue ofblood by others plotted, 
Concluding ill, my name and credit blotted. 

I mult confeſſe 1 did conniue at thoſe | 

That were the miniſters to thy proud foes, 

Cloſely imploy d by chem thy lite ro ſpill 

By ſecret poyſon, though againſt ny wills 

Feate of their greatneſſe, and no hate to thee, 
Inforſt my cow ard eonſeience to agree. 

VV hen ſitſi to me dus plov they did impace, 

O what atcdipascovinbarein my heat, 
Vato my ſoule did feelingly appeare, | 
Tu ixt my fad conſcienoe, and a doubtfull ſeare: 

Feare ſaid that if I did teueale the ane. 

Thoſe grem ones greac ingrace,wouldrurne the thame 
Vpon my head, bus conſciencofaid againe, 
That if I did conceale it, murders aine C 
Would ſporty ſoule as much for mvgontent, 
| As if at irftthad bis myiment . - 


Feare 


— 


Feare ſaid that if tba Ldid.difclode; ,, 1546 
The countenabezofgrratnes Lid ah. 


And bethruſtoue ofofficeangafplacey > | 1 | 
But conſciencefaidrbac I Mid loſavhar grace 
And fauour,which-avy Godeametndgaucnh,! 
And be perhaps thruſteueroutof bea 


Long theſe two champions did maipaing the h. 


Till my weake cobſciencoquthelaf did cid, 
O let thoſe ien that doe condemae my ſaare 

And ſollie, mail in theirremembeance beare , 

Wi hat certaine danget loodrans aH? e 


As I ſhould paſſe, ndhowTſhould have did | 


In either ay, at leaſt with ſome grea ſall 
For euet haue been cauſkit-and chioke vital, 
How prone ant nature is in feate,toredh - 
Vpon thoſe ſeeming hopes that ptomiſe beſt. 
| ſpcake nqt his ia miligaremy ine. 
Ono, Iwiſh myſall aiay others , 
Prom the 1 
A preſident to menial fuck d agree, 
To whom awthotiedochthinkeirfic, 
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Let ſuch men to remember ſuill be moou'd, 
That which by ſad expericact I have-proog'd; 
Ti good to feare ren men, bur yet tis bettet 
Euer to ſeate Cad more, fince God is greater : 
If Gods good Ae had imprinted thus 

loco my thoughts, I had nor thought amiſle; 
Nor l, wahappie I, ſhould have conſented, 
But allthis miſcheife [had then prevenced. 
Here ſome perhaps wilt chinkethe ſormer race 
Of my fad life, Chaurbeene deboſbeand bale, 


— 998 romy ſhame, 

That others as from death may flierheſame. 
ne. My Father, from whole his my ber [ drewe, 
Whenlicke pon his bed 4 pn 


Ouerburies wſfon.” +.?, * 
That at his doote af ſleſh deaths hand did knocke, 
And did perceive weake nature would vnlocke = 

To let him in, did with his blaſſing giue 

This chargotomeʒ that I while did liue | 

Should neues ſecks for office az the Court, 

But with that meanes be left ray ſiaze ſupport: 

Wich reverence his will /did-obey, | 

Vatill (O chat / might not tell the day) 

In which I did wu greecdy eie aſſact 

That place in this great Toer, without reſpeR 

To my dead Syres beheſt; yet ſince it was | 

A touch to conſcience, on I would not paſſe 19 
Vntill by ſome Lwas refolkidamille, - 

That as in ocher things. ſo I in this 

Which in it ſelfe was of iadiſſetence 

And lawfull um others, might diſpenco 

Wich my obedience to m Faber will, 

And that mise owne intent I might fulfill: 

Vet one there is ¶ Oeuet may habe 
Belou d oſheau'n for his great loue to me } 

Who by the light of trum did ſhow the way - 
Which ſhouldgas, bunLSSnn coy. n A 


— 


Ambitious miff did bade my wecker eyes, 


I thought by this pteſerment I ſhould tiſe: 


Vet no deſert but gold ili gaine mo grace, 


Mine owne cot yption pnrchuf d me chat place: - 


For brib tie in the ſoule a bleich makes 


Of him that gines, ec well ts him charrakes, -. 
And bribing hands that give, malt guiltie be 
Oftheir oe want af worth: forwho, but hes 


That ia himſelſe the waneofmerirfiades, 
Will be the baude to bie cocruptedenindes/ 
Ye, that neglect performance of the will 

To diſobey their preceprs, now in me. 2 

The curſe of diſobedience ye may ſee: 

And yee whole golden fingen as in ſport, 


Like lime - wigges once at Mete inCourr, 


In which obtain d ye euer ter line 
Corrupt in minde, to ga vit ye did giueʒ 
Bchold, vntimely death difgyerefall:conde |. - 
About this necks, wybWwibiaghznds rewate. 
Before this ſuldvive,and-wlookefarfare 


Did fall chus bea ö whebany frag | 


Sir Themas: 
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Did flouriſh anon men, to wind I call 
An accident of note which then did fall. 
Bev itcht with loue to tliat too common vice 


Not. 


In this our age, of hazardy and dice, 

I looſing once my coine (for few thereb} 

Haue euer gainets beene) did with chat I 
When! againe did vie the dice, might come 

To die this ſhamefull death, which by the doome 
Ofcighteous heau n, againe I viing game, 

As I had wiſht,to mee vnlook's for came. 

Vaine gameſters that too commonly vic 

Strange deprecations, when ye doe abuſe 

Your ſelues in game, by my ſad fall tale heede, 
And let your word be euer as your deede; 

Leaſt your hand meete mine in che ſelſe· lame diſh, 
For heau'n doth often heate when men doe wiſh. 
But of no ſinne had my moſt Gnnefull ſoule 
Beene euet ficke, yet this one ſinne moſl foule, 
This act of poyſon, to my houſe a ſtaine, 

Wich future times for ever ſhall temaine: 

The die of blood on murderers hand doth ſtay, 
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But if true teares of forrow may with you, 

(As all true ſorrowes teares With heauen may doc 
Mooue pittifull tegard of my ſad fall, 

Ve then teme mb ag how | fell wichalh 

Vill out of charity, wich leſſer blame 

Cenſure my fault, vhen ye ſhall heate the ame: 
Thus quit by death from doo:ne of Law, and heauen 
Out of free mercy hauing me forgiuen, 

Let all calumnious tongues their wallice ceaſe, 
That ſo my ſoule may euer liue in peace: vol 

O let the world abatc her (harpned tongue, 

And ſince I haue donepennance for thy wrong 


Thou wronged Kniglit, hat can thy ghoaſt now craue? 
Gricue thee no more, goe reſt thee in thy graue: 


Thy foes decline, proud Caan is downe, 


No wanton Edward weares our Englandscrowne. 
This ſaid, he vaniſhtʒ and an other flood 
In the ſune place, widway aboue the hoo, 70 
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Whoſe ſlrange demeanour with amazement ſtroole The deter 
Vs that beheld bim for wich ſtartled looke, | 
And haire ſtiffe landing, as a man agaſt 

He ſtar d vpon the Knight, fromwhom in hai 

Into the flood he would haue ſhrunke away, 

Had not, I thinke,that fury forſt bis ſlay, 

Which while he liu d his guilty ſoule purſu'd, 


Till he his owne offence had freely ſhew'd. 
' G 2 Aman 


2 


Sir Thomas 
A man he was of ſtature meanely tall, 
His bodies lineaments true (hap't, and all 


His limbes compacted well and ſtrongly knit, 

Npcures kind hand no errour made in it; 

His beard was ruddie hewe, and from his head 

A wanton locke it ſelfe did downe diſpread 

Vpon his backe, to which while he did live 

Tl ambiguous name of Elſe locke he did giue: 

And now fantaſticke frenzie, as before 

When he did liue, did ſeeme to vex him fore; 

The ſhametull rope which bout his ſhoulders hung, 

Hither and thither careleſly he lung, 

And as a catiffe of that curſed crewe, 

\V hom fad deſpaire doth after death purſue, 

Howling and yelling, while the teates did tum 

Downe by his checkes, at laſt he thus begun. 
Since that ſlie ſetpent of ſoule-ſlaying-fan, 

Which ſeedes vpon the guiltie minde within 


Each wicked breaſt, doth force me to reueale 
Vato my ſhame, what I did long conceale: 
Giue care, ye cutſed Atheiſts all that been, 
Ye vnbclecuing dogges in ſhape of men, 


| | 
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That thinke the name of God and his great Lawe,/ 
But things devif'd to keepe the world in awe, 
Wio mockethe times laſtdreadfull day to come, 
Which at the length your wicked deeds ſhall doome 4 
And ye blaſphemous Exorciſts, that are 
Wich Plates factors ſo familiar 
| Here vpon earth, that ye each day doe deal 
For tranſportation of blind ſoules to hell 
! Whom ſooles doe wiſemen call, giue careto me, 
And in my wretched fate your follies ſee. 
I was (aye me, that ſti I was not fo) 
When pril buddes of youth themſelues did ſhow 
Vpon my chin, a &udent in the Law, 
From which fantaſticke thoughts my minde did drawe 
To the more pleaſing ſtudic of that art 
Of Phyſicke, to the which though little part 
Of learning gaue me helpe, yet ſtrong deſite 
To know that worthy ſcience, ſet on fire 
The fond affe tion of my forward will, 
To ſearch the ſecrets of that noble skill; 
But he who from that ſaculiie ſhall fall, 
To which iacuitable fare Cid call 
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Him at the firſt, forſakes chat happie way, 
Which he ſhould go, 20d hapleſſe tunnes aftray: 
Diſeaſ d with vanities fancaſtickefictes, 
\y bickaguerlike doch ve x our Engliſh wittes, 
Who thinke at home all homely, and doe plough 
Deepe furrowes vpon Neptenes waterie browe, 
From forreine (hoages to briag the worſt of bad, 
And in exchange leave there what good they had; 
The ſeas | pall to helpe out my weake kill | 
In th Arematike Art , but O theill, 
Which there our ignorant Engliſh oft do finde, 
Did feſt corrupt my vncotrupted minde: 
| O vaine conceit of thoſe, thardoerepute 
| In euery Art the moſi admired fruite 
Of any braine;if of domeſlicke wit, 
But baſe and triuiall, if compar d toit 
Offorreine heads, chat onely vs can pleaſe, 
And fuck hath beene our Englands old diſcaſc: 
There did I finde, O never had Lfound, 
Murthers cloſe way to kill my foe, the ground 
Of that deviſe( thou wronged Knight) whereby | 
Thou moſt vatimely wert inſorſi to die: | 

There 
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There was I caught, with vaine words to command +. 
The ſpirits from below, who ſtill at hand 1 7 
Will ready bee, as ſeeming to obay 0 
Thoſe ſoule · blind men, whom they doe moſ} betray. 0 
Thus hauing,as I thought, my minde enticht 

With deepeſt knowledge, and with pride hewisobt, 

To blow that vaine blatton the trumpe of fare, 

Which through che world I though might bear my name,, 
| I backe return d for England, there to ſhowe FP 
That wondrous skill, which I would ſceme to knowe: 
There as the Fowler doth withwhiſtle call 

The filly birds, vntill they hap to fall 

Into his netz ſo did my name each day, 

Once blowne abtoad, lead ſimaple ſooles away 

From helpfull heauen, to-ſecke aduiſe in hell 
And there for toyes themſclues and foules to fell; 

But in this path long thus I did nottread,, 

Which downe vnto the houſe ofdeath doth lead, 

Before that old ſlie ſcxpent did beginae 

T' entice me, to chat ſclſc-accufing-finne 

Of horrid murther, ſhewing me che nay. 


By art of poyſon, doſelyio hett 
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What liſe to death would, nor did he leaus 
Vncill my ſoule he did fo farre beteaue 

Hf cuery fecling ſenſe, that wicked l 

Did cloſely poyſon her, that vf d to lie 

In mine owns boſome, that ſhee becing dead 
Might to me living leauoan empty bed: 

After this fa, that to my gultie ſoule 

Ic might not at ĩt was, ſeeme vgly foule, 

My ſubtile foe did whiſper in my care 

Theſe ſeeming happy newes, how fame did beare 
My name vpon her wings, with loud teport 

Of my ſtrange deedes as farreas to the Court: 
Where hauing beene emplov'd, I with all skill 
Apply'd my ſelſe to pleaſeʒ no damned ill | 
I did refuſe, not making any doubt 

While greatneſſe wings did compale me about. 
Formanthat cunning Exorciſt and [, 

Would many times our wicked wits apply 

Kind nature in her working to diſſme 


Of proper ſtrengthʒ and by our fpels would charme 


Both men and women, making it our ſport 
Ang play, to point at them in or report. 


At 


( Juerburics uon. Ih } 
Thus fatted wich falſe pleaſure fora while, 
Still wich good hope ofhap, I did beguitc 
My ſelfe in all imployments, till at laſt 
Thy death (thou iniur d Knight) did with it halt 
My vnexpected fall: I vun che man, 
That did prepare thoſe poyſans, which began 
And ended all thy paine, which I did giue 
Vato that man, who did attendant live om 
On thee in thy diltreſle, who lincethar time | 
Was he, that Gait did ſuſſer ſt di ri. 
O what a ſuddaioe change of cheteſuſl thought 
To ſadneſſe, ſelſe- accuſing conſcience broughe 
After this blood deed: before all eas 
Did ſeeme to wane on me; far what could pleaſe 
Which I did want? that idol gold, which all 
Or moſt men cloſely worſhip, ſeem'd to fall 
As thicke vpon me, as the goldenſhower 
That fell on Daus: in che Darden Tower. 
Swimming in ſtreames of ſalſe delight, and pricke 
With pride and ſelſe conceit, at heau'n I kickt: 
The names of God, and Maker, I did leight 
rr 

I 


I did 
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I did impute the ſpheates cietuall dame, | 
And allthis all, rogue and to cu ẽỹr - | 
But all men laugh wyfollics vnto ſcorne: 

For who ſo blinde, millfay being mortall bocnc, 

He hath a reaſon, and will yet demie 

The fame to this F, 

Of which , alas, haiarbeleftrpart-: - 
As who — ighinidy-o hean 

Might wellbe wiſe, and be hu miele a fools, 

Such is the wiſedome of1ir\Auhoiſticke Ih, - - - 

The eye of heau'd, fromme n heart can hide 1 

The ſecret thoughss ,mycloſe cn pf d abs) 2 
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Deuiſe to wipe y my conſcicucn ſtaiae, 

And thy ſad death moſi cloſely to conceale, 

Hcauen ſorc d myſvlſe, mine owe ſelſe to reveale: 

The ſhadowe of che dead, or ſome foule ſiend, 

Or furic, whom reuenge did iuftly ſend 
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To punith me forwy deteſt od fin, 
Wh ſnakie whippesdid ſoourge my ſoule withing 
Forbidding me my reſt, or day, or night, 

Till I uad btought mine owneoffencero light: © © . 
| | 
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Did my lines lad breath A 
As wasmy Me before ſo was 
This faid, he vaniſht, 
The viſion ending, out feel 
Thus ſpake:-O Zogkad,O-chriſe happiciand, 
Who of all Iles moſt gracefully dofiſiand. = 
Vpon this eau droad face. like Feaueſpat | 
Vpon her cheeke; thou onely garden plat, . 
Which as an other Eden heau u hatbchols,, , 


@ Sainſtchar 
———ů— —-—- 

to each hic oben dead. 
whole loue "i — 1 
To all the would dotix happy 
A King, whoſe faith, Whoſe iaftice, and who loue, 

iuine, and more then royall, him doe prooue: 
King, how hath thy iuſtice (hin'd _ 


— —— äñ4'ÿ—— 


O chou 


Vpoa my iniut᷑ d ghoaſt, whiab boeing cook'nd 
From hence for euer, neuer had, vnleſſe & 
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